"Semper, my angel,'* she said, "see whether you could
dig up another bottle of champagne and let no one disturb
me, you understand, no one, I am having a very important
conference with Mr. Durham. It is a matter of life and death

and I want no idiotic interruptions.  Here------" she said in

one of her kind impulses, when she noted the wrinkles
around Semper's aggrieved mouth. " Here, I give it to you,
you always liked it, I remember/' She took off her clanking
golden Gypsy necklace and clasped it around Semper's neck;
it immediately gave Semper the look of one of those absurd
horses on a merry-go-round. She smiled, thanked her mis-
tress arid bustled off. Cyril gleefully watched the little scene,
his hands in his pockets, rocking on the wicker chair, " Does
it disturb you if I smoke?" he asked.

" Of course, it does," thought Madame. " No3 not at all," she
said. It was another sacrifice on the altar of motherly affection.

"Turn round," she said. "We can have out little chat
while I am changing."

"I am not prudish," Cyril answered insolently and without
moving. "You go ahead with your change and I'll watch
every bit of it. That's been my dream ever since I was a boy."

"Tiens** Madame said and began tearing off her dress.
He talked her language and was one of her own kind and
they were old friends already. Besides, there was a very nice
black slip under the dress, which showed off her figure
beautifully. "And has your dream come true?" she asked.

"It's coming true just now," he said, lazily picking up the
dress after she had stepped out of it. He hung it on to a hook
near the door where it belonged, scrutinized for a moment
the other costumes hanging there, picked the right one out
and brought it over. " You should wear a lot of cold colours,
blues, greys and watery greens. It would bring out much
better the warm tones of your skin," he said.

"What do you know about my skin?" Madame asked
laughingly.  "I am all make-up and no skin."
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